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ORGON. Hold your tongue.
DAMIS. I burst with rage. What! I am looked
upon as . . .
ORGON. Say another word, and I will breal
your bones.
TARTUFFE. In Heaven's name/brother, do not
forget yourself! I would rather suffer the greatest
hardship, than that he should receive the slightest
hurt for my sake.
ORGON [to his son]. Ungrateful monster!
TARTUFFE. Leave him in peace. If I must, on
both knees, ask you to pardon him . . ,
ORGON [throwing himself on his knees 4/ro,
and embracing TARTUFFE]. Alas! are you in
jest? [To his son.] Behold his goodness, scoun-
drel!
DAMIS. Thus . . .
ORGON. Cease,
DAMIS. What! I ...
ORGON. Peace, I tell you: I know too well
the motive of your attack. You all hate him, and
I now perceive wife, children, and servants all
let loose against him. Every trick is impudently
resorted to, to remove this pious person from my
house; but the more efforts they put forth to
banish him, the more shall I employ to keep him
here, and I shall hasten to give him my daughter,
to abash the pride of my whole famfly.
DAMIS. Do you mean to compel her to accept
him?